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Than city-feasts, where every man's a "bore
To every other man, must seek it where
The steamer's throb and railway's iron blare
Have not yet startled with their punctual stir
The shy, wood-wandering brood of Character.

" There is a village, once the county town,
Through which the weekly mail rolled dustily d
Where the courts sat, it may be, twice a year,
And the one tavern reeked with rustic cheer *
Cheeshogquesuinscot erst, now Jethro hight
Red-man and pale-face bore it equal spite.
The railway ruined it, the natives say,
That passed unwisely fifteen miles away,
And made a drain to which, with steady ooz&,
Filtered away law, stage-coach, trade, and news.
The railway saved it; so at least think those
Who love old ways, old houses, old repose.
Of course the Tavern stayed : its genial host
Thought not of flitting more than did the post
On which high-hung the fading signboard creaks,
Inscribed, ' The Eagle Inn, by Ezra Weeks.'

" If in life's journey you should ever find
An inn medicinal for body and mind,
*T is sure to be some drowsy-looking house
Whose easy landlord has a bustling spouse:
He, if he like you, will not long forego
Some bottle deep in cobwebbed dust laid low,
That, since the War we used to call the ' Last,'
Has dozed and held its lang-syne memories fast ;
From him exhales that Indian-summer air